
The Hittorie of 

prince. Gome hither Fr ancis. 

Frauds. My Lord, 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,F*w»* 

Francis. Forjooth Hue year es, and as much as to 
Poines . Francis. 

Frauds. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyearcsjberlady along leafe for thechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and fhewita faire paireof 
bceles, and runne from it? 

Francis, O Lord fir, Ilebefwornevponallthcbookesin 
England, \ could find in my heart. 

Poines. Francis . Francis. Anone Ur, 

Prince. How old art thou Francis t 
Francis , Let me fee,about Michaelmas next 1 null be 
Poines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle.my Lord, 
prince. Nay buHiarke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft mc.tVas but a penny worth,waft not l 
Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had be^ne two. 

Prince. I will giue thee for it a thoufand p ound, aske nice 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haue it. 

Poines • Francis . 1 Fr anc i s , A non, an one, 

’prince, Af\OU Francis* No Francis .but to morrow Francis, 
or Francis, on thurfeday , or indeed Francis , when thou wilt s 
But Francis* 

Francis. My Lord, _ 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this Leathernelerkin.CnTUtall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, vSpanilh pouch/ 

Francis. O Lord fir, who doyoumeane/ 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onene 
drinkc : for looke you Francis, your White canualTe doublet 
will fulley ♦ In Barbary Ur, it cannot come to fo much, 
Francis. What fir; poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call; 
^ FJeere they both call him , the Drawer flands amazed, not 
knomngvshtch yvaytegoe. Enter Vintner. 
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Henry the Fourth. 

y My Lord!o“d1ar^*» with haffc 

loo eto * dor e, (hall I let them in ? 

doore,fhallwebemerry? mv i a d • but harke yee, what 

Pom. As merry as Crickets, my iaa . duh / 
cunning match haue you made with this .eft of the Drawer , 

Tr! am humors, that haue (hewed .hemfelues 

humors, fincethe old dales of good man Stym, to the PJJP 
age of this prefent TwdueacUe at midnight. Whats a 

clock e Francis} 

pXT^h«%erthU°feUow Ihould haue fewer words then 
a Parret,8c yet the fon ©faWomainHis indu ry is vp 

anddowne ftaites,his eloquence the 

am not yet ofPertejt mind, the tioiftur of the North, he that 
Smefome t or /.dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wadies . hi. 

hands, and fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, Iwant 

worke.O my fweet Harry fayes (he! how many halt thou ktld 
to day ? Giue my Roan horfe adrenchfrayes he) and answers, 
fome fourteene.anhour after: a trifle, a trifle, ipretheccalm 
Falllaffe, lie play Percy, and that damr.de Brame (hall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife.i&«<?,faies the drunkard;^ m n , 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falftaffe, 

Poines. Welcome lackey where haft thou beene? 

Fair. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen : giue me a cup of lack boy. Erellcadthts 
life long' He fow neather flocks, & mend them,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards-, Giue me a cup of faeke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant? . . 

p r in, Di jfl thou neuer/ce7/ta»kiile a difh of butter, pitti- 
full hearted Titan that melted ar the Iw.eet tale of the bun ? if 
thou didfljthen behold that comp'Ound, 

D 3 H*- 




' ii 







